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Spencer Flam laid the fougi- -w datlon .tone for the new million- -

dollar wine he waa adding to the
Flaw Home for Convalescent on the
hill, above Greenwich, the New To k
Republic ..S JV rttoWtostory, and with Bedding tik
photographs. Hu crisp, beful
day in October, full of sunshine and the
joy ox living and from the great lawn
in front of the Home WWfltW
over Connecticut land aero, the water
of the sound to Oyster Bay.

L'pon Sam Ward, however, the beauties
of nature were wasted. When, the night
previous, he had been given the aaslgn- -

ment be had sulked, and be waa still
sulking. Only a year before he had!
graduated into New Tork from a small

college and a small te

newspaper, but already he waa a "star"
man. and Hewitt, the city editor, humor-
ed him.

"When I was a reporter," declared the
city editor, "I used to be glad to get a
day in the country."

"Because you'd never lived in the coun-
try." returned Sam. "If you'd wasted
twenty-si- x years in the backwoods, as
I did. you'd know that every minute you
spend outside of New JTork you're rob-
bing yourself." 4?

The city editor sighed. "How young
you are!" he exclaimed.

Sim Ward sat at the outer edge of
the crowd of overdressed females and
overfed men, and, with a sardonic smile,
listened to Flagg telling his assembled
friends and sycophants how glad he was
they were there to see him give away a
million dollars.

"Aren't yon going to get his speech?"
asked Redding, the staff photographer.

"Get his speech!" said Sam. "They
have Pinkertons ail over the grounds to
see that you don't escape with less than
three copies. I'm waiting to hear the
ritual they always have, and then I'm
going to sprint for the first train back
to the center of civilization."

"There's going to be a fine lunch," said
Redding, "and reporters are expected. I
asked the policeman if we were, and he
said we were."

Sam rose, shook his trousers into place,
stuck his stick under his armpit and
smoothed his yellow gloves. He was
very thoughtful of his clothes and al-
ways treated them with courtesy.

"You can have my share." he said. "I
cannot forget that I am fifty-fiv- e min-
utes from Broadway. And even if I were
starving I would rather have a club
sandwich in New Tork than a Thanks-
giving turkey dinner In New Rochelle."

He nodded and with eager athletic
strides started toward the iron gates;
but he did not reach the iron gates, for
on the instant trouble barred his way.
Trouble came i him wearing the blue
cambric uniform of a nursing sister, with
a red cross on her arm, with a white col-

lar turned down, white cuffs turned back,
and a t.ny black velvet bonnet. A bow
of white lawn chucked her imr'idently
under the chin. She had hair like

and eyes as blue as flax, and a
complexion of such health and cleanli-
ness and dewiness as blooms only on
trained nurses.

She was so lovely that Redding swung
his hooded camera at her as swiftly as a
cowboy could have covered her with his
gun.

Other men. on being confronted by Sis-
ter Anne, which waa the official title of
tho nursing sister, would have fallen
backward, or swooned, or gaxed at her
with soulful, worshipful eyes: or, were
they that sort of beast, would have
ogled her with Impertinent approval.
Now Sam, because he was a star re-
porter, observed that the lady before him
was the most beautiful young woman he
had ever seen: but no one would have
guessed that he observed that least of
all Sister Anne. He stood in her way and
lifted his hat, and even looked Into the
eyes of blue as impersonally and as calm-
ly as though she were his great-au- as
hough his heart was not beating so fast

that it choked him.
"I am from the Republic." he said.

"Everybody is so busy here today that
T am not able to get what I need about
the Home. It seems a pity." he added
disappointedly, "because it's so well done
that people ought to know about it." He
frowned at the big hospital buildings. It
was apparent that the Ignorance of the
public concerning their excellence greatly
annoyed him.

When again he looked at Sister Anne
she was. regarding him In alarm obvi-
ously she was upon the point of instant
flight.

Some people like to place themselves In
the hands of a reporter because they
hope he will print their names in black
letters; a few others only reporters know
how few would as soon place themselves
in the hands of a dentist.

"A reporter from the Republic," re-
peated Sam.

"But why ask me?" demanded Sister
Anne.

"I am sorry." said Sam. "I mistook
you for one of the nurses here: and. as
you didn't seem busy, I thought you might
give me some statistics about the Home

not really statistics, you know, but
local color."

Sister Anne returned his look with one
as steady as his own. Apparently she
was weighing his statement She seemed
to disbelieve it. Inwardly he was ask-
ing himself what could be the dark secret
in the past of this young woman that at
the mere approach of a reporter even
of such a nice-looki- reporter as himself

she should shake and shudder.
If that's what you really want to

know." said Sister Anne doubtfully, "'I'll
try and help you: hut," she added, look-
ing at him as one who Issues an ultima-
tum, "you must not say anything about
me!"

Sister Anne fell into step beside him
and led him through the wards of the
hospital. He found that it existed for
and revolved entirely aliout one person,
lie found that a million dollars and some
acres of buildings, containing sun-roo-

and hundreds of rigid white beds, had
been donated by Spencer Flagg only to
provide a background for Sister Anne-o-nly

to exhibit the depth of her charity,
the kindness of ber heart, the unselfish-nes- s

of her nature.
"To you really scrub the floors?" be

demanded "I mean you yourself down
on your kpec with a pail and water and
scrubbing brush?"

Sister Anne raised her beautiful eye-

brows and laughed at him.
"We do that when we first come here."

she said "When we are probationers; is
there a newer way of scrubbing floors? a

"And these awful demanded
Sam "do you wait on them? Do yon
have to submit to their complaints and
whlnings and ingratitude?" He glared at
the unhappy convalescents as though by
that glance he would annihilate them.
"It's not fair!" exclaimed Sam. "It's rid-
iculous. I'd like to choke them!" .

"One must live," said she.
They bad passed through the last cor-

ridor between the last rows of rigid
white cots, and had come out into the
sunshine. Below them stretched Con-
necticut, painted In autumn colors. Sis-
ter Anne seated herself upon the.
marble railing of the tirrace and looked
dowti upon the flashiag waters of the
Sound.

"If you do it because you nrast live,
then it can easily be arranged,- - there j

re other ways of earning a living."
T)i tr-l Iftnlr tvrl at kitn miUVln V.,, ..

'w .,. .mcere-a- nd .ln -- h .,.. h t w d ' suggestr1 .heMk, ...
1(j not at onc H.

calculating hastily how far hi. aalary
wouM m toward, supporting a wife. He
WM tTa member wnlch of the
men In hla office were married, and
wheth were thomt wh alMTi
wm JJJg tnmB hu own . .
waa long considering Slater Anne a, , that hi. .jlence hlld bccome
algnlAcant; and to cover hla real thoughu
ne ,,) hurriedly:

Ibm typewriting, for instance. Thatp,,. VOTy wen Tne hours are not dlfll.
cuit- -

..And manicuring y suggested Sister
Anne.

Sam exclaimed In horror.
"You!" he cried roughly "For you!

Quite impossible!"
"Why for me?" asked the girl.
"You?" protested Sam "You In a bar-

ber's shop washing men's finger, who
are not fit to wash the streets you walk
on! Good Lord!" His vehemence waa
quite honest. The girl ceased smiling.
Sam was still Jabbing at the gravel walk,
hi. profile toward her and. unobserved,
she could study his face. It was an
attactive face strong, clever, almost
illegally With hi.
eye. full of concern, Sam turned to her
abruptly.

"I think you are working too hard."
he said, smiling happily "I think you
ought to have a change. You ought to
take a day oft! Do they ever give you
a day off?"

"Next Saturday," said Sister Anne.
"Why?"

"Because." explained Sam, "if you
won't think it too presumptuous, I was
going to prescribe a day off for you a
day entirely away from iodoform and
white enameled cots. , It Is what you
need, a day In the city and a lunch
where they have music: and a matinee,
where you can laugh or cry, if you like
that better and then, maybe, some fresh
air in the park In a taxi; and after that
dinner and more theater and then I'll
aee you safe on the train for Greenwich.

eiore you answer. n. aaueo our.,. ,

I warn to explain that I contemplate i

taking a day off myself and doing all
these things with you and that if you
want to bring any of the other forty
nurses along as a chaperon, I hope you
will. Only, honestly, I hope you won't"

The proposal apparently gave Sister
Anne much pleasure. She did not say
so, but her eyes shone and when she
looked at Sam she was almost laughing
with happinesa

"I think that would De quite aeugnirui,
said Sister Anne "quite delightful! Only
it would be frightfully expensive; even
If I don't bring another girl, which I cer-
tainly would not, it would cost a great
deal of money. I think we might cut out
the taxicab and walk in the park and
feed the squirrela"

Sam's heart was singing with pleasure.
"Its so kind of you to consent" he

cried. "Indeed, you are the kindest per-

son in ail the world. I thought so when
I saw you bending over these sick peo-

ple, and now I know."
"It is you who are kind." protested

Sister Anne, "to take pity on me."
"Pity on you!" laughed Sam. "You can't

nitv a person who can do more with a
smile than old man Flagg can do with
all his mtlllona Now." he demanded In
happy anticipation, "where are we to
meet?"

"That's it." said Sister Anne. "Where
are we to meet?"
. "Lt It be at the Grand Central Sta-

tion. The day can't begin too soon."
said Sam: "and before then telephone me
what theater and restaurants you want
and I'll reserve seats aud tables. Oh."
exclaimed Sara Joyfully, "it will be a
wonderful day a wonderful aay:

Sister Anne looked at him curiously
and. so it seemed, a little wistfully. She
held out ber hand.

"I must go back to my duties, sne
said. "Good-hy.- "

"Not good-by,- " said Sam heartily
"nniv until Saturday and my name's
Sam Ward and my address is the city
room of the Republic. What's your
name?"

"Sister Anne, said the girl. in tne
nursing order to which I belong we have
no last names."

"So." asked Sam, "I 11 call you sister
Anne?"

"No; Just Sister," said the girl.
"Sister!" repeated Sam "Sister!" He

breathed the word rather than spoke it:
and the way he said it and the way he
looked when he said It made it carry
almost the touch of a caress. It was as
if he had said "Sweetheart! or Be-

loved!" "I'll not forget." said Sam.
Sister Anne gave an impatient, an-

noyed laugh.
"Nor I." she said.
Sam returned to New York In the

smoking-ca- r. puffing feverishly at his
cigar and glaring dreamily at the smoke
He was living the day over again and.
in anticipation, the day off. still to come.
He rehearsed their next meeting at the
station: he considered whether or not he
would meet her with a huge bunch of
violets or would have it brought to her
when they were at luncheon by the head
waiter. He decided the latter way would
be more of a pleasant surprise. He
planned the luncheon. It was to he the
most marvelous repast he could evolve;
and, lest there should be the slightest
error, he.wnuld have it prepared in ad-
vance an'd it should cost half his week's
salary.

He calculated that the whole day
ought to cost about JxO, which, as star
reporter, was what he was then earning
each week. That was little enough to
give for a day that would be the birth-
day of his life! No, he contradicted
the day he had first met her must al-
ways be the birthday of his life: for
never had he met one like her and he
was sure there never would be one like
her she was so entirely superior to all
the others, so fine, so difficult In her
manner there was something that ren-
dered her unapproachable.

When he reached New York, from the
speculators he bought front-ro- seats at
to for the two most popular plays in
town. He put them away carefully in
his waistcoat pocket. Possession of
them made him feel that already he
had obtained an option on six hours of
complete happiness.

After she left Sam. Sister Anne passed
hurriedly through the hospital to the
matron's room and, wrapping herself In

raccoon coat made her way to a wait-
ing motorcar and said "Home!" to the
chauffeur. He drove her to the Flagg
family vault, as Flagg's envious million
aire neighbors called the pile of white
marble that topped the highest hill above
tireenwich. and which for years had
served as a landfall to mariners on the
Sound.

There were a number of people at tea
when she arrived and they greeted her
noisUy.

"I have had a most splendid adven-
ture!" said Sister Anne. "There were
six of us. you know, dressed up as Red
cross nurses, and we gave away pro
grams. Well, one of the New York reporters thought I was a real nurse and
interviewed me about the Home. Of
course I knew enough about It to l..n
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was terribly sorry for me: and "
One of the tea drinkers was little Mollis

who prided himself on know-
ing who's who in New York. He had
met Sam Ward at first night, and prize
fights. He laughed

"Don't you believe It!" he interrupted.
"That man who was talking to you waa
Sam "Ward. He's the smartest news-
paper man in New York; he was Just
leading you on. Do you surpose there's
a reporter In America who wouldn't
know you In the dark? Walt until you
see the Sunday paper."

Sister Anne exclaimed Indignantly.
"He did not know me!" she protested.

"It ' quite upset him that I should be
wasting my life out medi-
cine, apd making bed.."

There was a shriek of disbelief and
laughter. "I told him," continued Slater
Anne, "that I got MO a month, and he
said I could make more as a typewriter;
and I said I preferred to be a

"Oh. Anita!" protested the admiring
chorus.

"And he was most indignant He ab-
solutely refused allow me to be a
manicurist And he asked me to
a day off with bim and let him show me
New York. And he offered,, as attract-
ions, moving-pictur- e shows and a drive
on a Fifth Avenue 'bus, and feeding
peanuts to the animals In the park. And
if I Insisted upon a chaperon I might
bring one of the nurses. We're to meet
at the soda water fountain In the Grand
Central Station. He said, 'The day can-
not begin too soon!' "

"Oh, Anita!" shrieked the chorus.
Lord Deptford, who as the newspapers

had repeatedly informed the American
public had come to the Flagga' country

, tQ t , m , VtoZ. was
amused

What an awfully Jolly rag!" he cried.
'And what are you going to do about
it"

"Nothing," said Anita Flagg "The re- -
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"I think
porteis have been making me ridiculous
for the last three years; now I have
got back nt one of them! And." she
added, "that s all there is to that!"

Iater Helen Page, who came to her
room to ask her about a horse she was
to ride in the morning, found her ready
for bed but standing by the open window
looking out toward the great city to the
south.

When she turned Miss saw some-
thing in her eyes that caused that young
woman to shriek with amaxement

"Anita!" she exclaimed. "You crying!
What in Heaven's name can make you
cry?"

It was not a kind speech. nor did Miss
Flagg kindly. She turned upon
the tactless Intruder.

cried Anita fiercely, "a man
thought you were worth Mo a month
honestly didn't know ! honestly believed
you were poor and worked for your Uv-in- g,

and stiU said your smile was worth
more than all of old man Flagg's mil-
lions, not knowing they were your mil-
lions. Suppose he didn't ask any money
of you. but Just to take care of you, to
slave for you only wanted to keep your
pretty hands from working, and your
pretty eyes from seeing sickness and
pain. Suppose you met that man among
this rotten lot what would you do?
What wouldn't you do?"

"Why, Anita!" exclaimed Miss Page.
"What would you do?" demanded Anita

Flagg. "This what you'd do: You'd
go down on your knees to that man and
say: Take me away! Take me away
from them, and pity me, and be sorry
for me, and love me and love me and
love me!"

"And why don't you?" cried Helen
Page.

"Because I'm rotten a. the rest of
them!" cried Anita Flagg. "Because
I'm a coward. And that's why I'm cry-
ing. Haven't I the right to cry?"

At the exact moment Miss Flagg was
proclaiming herself a moral coward. In
the local room of the Republic Collins,

7r i. "nlu": copy eaiior. was eauing mm storyit up, and kept It up well that lot the laying of the The I

copy editor's cigar wa. tilted near hi.
left eyebrow: hi. blue pencil, like a guil-
lotine ready to fall upon the guilty word
or paragraph, was suspended In mid-ai- r;

and continually, like a hawk preparing
to strike, the blue pencil swooped and
circled. But page after page fell aoftly
to the desk and the blue pencil remained
inactive. As he read, the voice of Col-U-

rose In muttered ejaculations; and,
as he continued to read, these explosions
grew louder and more amazed, At last
he could endure no more and, .winging
swiftly in hi. revolving chair, hi. glance
wept the office. "In the name of Mike!"

he .houted. "What thle?"
"What, what?" Sam demanded.
At that moment Elliott the managing

editor, was r"'f through the room,
hi. hands filled with freshly pulled
proofs. He swung toward Collins quickly
and matched up Sam', copy. The story
already was late and was Important

"What's wrong?" he demanded.
Over the room there fell a sudden

hush.
The tjf of the managing editor,

masked by his green paper shade, were
racing over Sam', written worda He
thrust the first page back at Collins.

"Is all like that!"
"There, a column Uke that!"
"Run it Just as It Is," commanded the

managing editor. "Use for your In-

troduction and get your story from the
flimsy. And. In your head, cut out Flagg
entirely. Call "The Bed Cross Olrt.'
And play It up strong with picture."

He turned on Sam and eyed him curi-
ously.

"It's not news." said he
"but it's the kind of story that made
Frank O'Jktariey famous. It's the kind
of st ry that drive, men out of this
business into the arm of what Kipling
call, 'the Illegitimate sister.' "

It seldom Is granted to a man on the
same day to give hi whole heart to a
girl and to be patted on the back by
hi managing editor; and It waa thi
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doubtfully;

yon are work ing too hard,'' he

combination, and not the drinks he dis- - !

penned to the staff in return for its con- -

graluiations. that sent Sam home walk- -
in on air.

The next morning she would know that
It was he of whom he had written; and
between the lines she would read that
the man who wrote them loved her. So
he fell asleep. Impatient for the morn- -
ing. Jn the hotel at which he lived the
Republic was always placed promptly
outside his door: and, after many ex- -
curslona Into the hall, he at last found
It. On the front page was his story.
"The Red Cross Girl." It had the place
of honor right-han- d column; but more
conspicuous than the headlines of his
own story wa. one of Reddlng's photo--I
graphs. It waa the one he had taken
of Sister Anne when first she had ap
proached them. In her uniform of mercy,
advancing across the lawn, walking
straight into the focus of the camera.
There was no mistaking her for any
other living woman; but beneath the
picture, in bald, staring, uncompromis-
ing type, was a strange and grotesque
legend.

"Daughter of Millionaire Flagg." It
read. "In a New Role. Miss Anita Flagg
as the Red Cross Girl."

For a long time Sam looked at the
picture, and then, folding the paper so
that the picture was hidden, he walked
to the open window. A girl he
knew had died, had passed out caj his
life forever worse than that, had never
existed ; and yet the city went oh Just
as though that made no difference, or
Just as little difference a It would have
made had S.ster Anne really lived and
really died.

At the same early hour, an hour far
too early for the rest of the house party.
Anita Flagg and Helen Page, booted
and riding-habite- sat alone at the
breakfast table, their tea before them;
and In the hands ot Anita Flagg was
the Dally Republic. Mias Page had
brought the paper to the table and, with
affected indignation at tho impertinence
of the press, had pointed at the front
page pnoiograpn; Dut hiss inagg was
not looking at the photograph, or drink

i
ing her tea, or showi.-.- ; In her Immedi-
ate surroundings any Interest whatso-
ever. When she had read a tar a
a paragraph beginning, "When Bister
Anne walked between them those who
uffered raised their eye to her. a flow-

er lift their faces to the ram," she drop-
ped the paper and started for the tele-
phone.

"Any man," cried she, to the mutual
discomfort of Helen Pag and the serv-
ants, "who think I'm like that munt
get away! I'm not like that and I know
lt: but if he think, so that s all I want.
And maybe I might be like that If any
man would help."

She gave her attention to the telephone
and "Information." She demanded to be
Instantly put into communication with
the Daily Republic and Mr. Sam Ward.
She turned again upon Helen Page.

"I'm tired of being called a good
spun. one proieaiea, uy men wno
aren't half so good sports as I am. I'm
tired of being talked to about money
as though I were a stock broker. This
man' got a head on hi shoulder, and
he's got the shoulders too; and he's got
a darned g head; and he
thinks I'm a ministering angel and a
saint; and he put me up on a pedestal
and made me dltsy and I like being
made dizzy; and I'm for him! And I'm
going after him!"

Had the Republic been an afternoon
paper. Sam might have been at the office
and might have gone to the telephone.
and thing might have happened dlf
ferently: but as the Republic was I
morning paper, the only person In the
office was the lady who scrubbed the
floors and she refused to go near the
telephone. Bo Anita Flagg said. "I'll
call him up later," and went happily on
her ride, with her heart warm with love
for all the beautiful world; but later it
waa too late.

To keep himself fit, Sam Ward always
walked to the office. On this particular
mcrnlng Hollis Holworthy was walking

said.

uplow u a ml they met opposite the ca
tliedral.

"You're the very man I want." said
Holworthy joyously "you've ot to de-
cide a bet."

He turned and fell into step Willi Sam.
"It's one 1 made last night wilh Nlta

Flagg. She thinks you dldn t know who
she was yesterday, and I said that waa
ridiculous. Of course you knew. I bet
her a theater party '

To Sam it seemed hardly fair that so
soon, before his fresh wound had even
been dressed, it should be torn open by
impertinent fingers; but he had no right
to take offense. How could the man. or
any one else, know what Sister Anne
had meant to him"

I'm afraid vou lose." he said. He halt
ed to give Holworthy the hint to leave
him, but Holworthy had no such Inten-
tion.

"And. instead of your fooling her."
exclaimed Holworthy n. credulously, "she
was having fun with you'"

With difficulty Sam smiled.
"So it would seem." he said.
"She certainly made an awfully funny

story of It!" exclaimed Holworthy ad-
miringly. "I thought she was making
It up she must have made some of It up.
She said you asked her to take a day
oft In New York. That Isn t so. Is it?" j

Yes. that's so.
"By Jove!" cried Holworthy "and that

you Invited her to see the moving picture
hows?"
Sam. conscious of the dearly bought

front row seats in his pocket, smiled
pleasantly.

"Did she say I said that-- or your" he
asked.

"She did."
"Well. then. I must have said It."
Holworthy roared with amusement.

And that you Invited her to feed pea- -

nut to the monkeys at the zoo?"
Sam avoided the little man's prying

eyes.
"Yes; I said that too.'
"And 1 thought site was making it

up!" exclaimed Holworthv. "We did
laugh! Tfou must the fun of It your- -
elf." )

Last Sam should fall to do so he pro-
ceeded to elaborate.

"You must see the fun in a man trying
to make a date with Anita Flagg Just
as If she were nobody!"

"I don't think," said Sam, "that wa
my Idea." He waved his stick at a
passing taxi. "I'm late." he said. He
abandoned Hoi Us on the sidewalk, chuck- -
ling and grinning with deUght, and un
conscious or the mlschef he had made.

An hour later at the office, when Sam
vas waiting for an assignment, the tele-

phone boy hurried to him, his eyes lit
with excitement

"You're wanted on the ohone." he com-
manded. His voice dropped to an awed
wnisper. Miss Anita Flagg wahta to
peak to you"'
The blood ran leaping to Sam's heart

and face. Then he remembered that this
was not Sister Anne who wsnted to
Peak to him, but a woman he had never

met.
"Say you can't find me." he directed
The boy gasped, fled, and returned

precipitately. i

"The lady says she wants your tele- -
phone number says she must have It."

"Tell her you don't know It: tell her
It's against the rules and hang op."

That night Elliott, the managing edi- -
iter, ent for Sam: and when Sam entered
i hi office he found also there Walsh, the

lorrign editor, wltn whtm he was ac- -

trouble. see

repeated
what?"

what funny story

gasping

tell

begin

band

qualnted only sight With his arms tightly folded. Sam
ElUott Introduced them and told Sam staring unhappily at the stage and see-t- o

be seated. j nothing. He waa sorry for himse f
"Ward." he began abruptly, "I'm because Anita Flagg had destroyed hi.

to but you've got to go. It' ideal a sweet noble woman
on account of that. story of morn- - he was sorry for Mlas Flagg because a
ing." man had been rude to her. That he

Sam made no hut he was deeply happened to he that did not make
hurt. From a paper he had served so his sorrow and indignation the less

this seemed scurvy treatment It tense; Indeed, so miserable was h- -
struck him also that, considering the
spirit in which the story had been
ten, it was causng him more kinds of
trouble than waa quite fair. The loss
of position did not disturb In the

of

of

of

last month too many managing editors When the curtain he remained
had tried to steal him from the Republic seated. He knew before the second act
for him to feel anxious as to the future, there was an interminable wait: he
So he accepted his dismissal and did not want to chance running d

sav without resentment: "Iat worthy in the lobby and he himself
night I though you liked the story, sir?" it would be rude to abandon Sister

"I did " returned ElUott; "I liked It Anne he now was not so conscious
eo much that I'm sending to a big- - of the imaginary Sister Anne as of the
ger place, can get actual bx on near right who
tories. We want ou to act a our were laughing and chattering volubly,

special correspondent In Indon. Mr. He wondered whether they laughed at
Walsh explain the work: and If him whether Miss Flagg were again

go you'll sail Wednesday." tertalninc them at his expense, again
his talk with foreign editor making his adanees appear ridiculous

Sam again walked home on air. He was so sure of that flushed d

Sister Anne lived, she have dignantly. He was glad he had been
understood: ano he would have him
self and his new position at her feet
begged her to aecept them begged her
to run away wnh him to this tremen-
dous and terrifying capital of the world,

start the new life together.
Among all the men he kn there

was to take her place.
As a matter of fact, in approaching her

in the belief that he was addressing an
entirely different person. Sam had cot
nearer to the real Anita Flagg than
any ' ther man. And she knew it: but
Sam did not know- it And so when on
arriving at the office the morninir.
which was a Friday, he received a tele,
gram reading. "Arriving tomorrow I M

from Oreenwfch; the dav cannot hecm
loo soon: don t ftrcet you promised to
meet me. Anita Flatg" he was able
to reply. "Extremely sorry, but promise
made to a different person, who un-

fortunately has died'
When Anita Flagg read this telegram

there leaped to her lovely e . tears
that sprang from self-pit- y and wounded
feeling's. She turned miserably, appeal-tngl- y

to Helen I'age.
"But why does he do it to me?"
Before Miss I'age could venture upon

an explanation. Anita Flagg changed
Into a very angry young woman.

"And what's more. ' announced,
"he can't do it to me " i

sent her telegram back again as
It was. word f r word, but this time it
was signed. "Sister Anne "

in an hour the answer came "Sister
Anne Is the person to whom I refer.
She Is dead."

Saturday night he went to the theater
for which he had purchased tickets. And
he went alone, for the place that Sii. r
Anne was to have occupied could no be
filled by any other person. It w,.u!d
have been sacri'ege. At least, s t
pleased him to pretend. He
Kiaa ne was leaving .cw l orK. H was
glad he was going where nothing would
remind him of her. And then he glanced
up and looked straight into her eyes'

He wa. seated in the front row. di
rectly on the aisle The seat Sis'er
Anne was supposed to be occupying was
on his right, and a few- seats farther
to his right rose the stage box: and in
the stage box. almost upon the stage.

with the glow of the footlights full
her face, was Anita Flagg. smiling

delightedly down on him. There
others with He a confused
impression of bulging shirt-front- and
shining silks, mid diamonds, and droopin?
plumes upon enormous hats. He thought
he recognzed Lord Deptford and Hol-
worthy. but the only person he dis-
tinguished clearly was Anita Flagg. The

was all In black velvet which was
drawn to her figure like a wet bathing
suit: round her throat was a single
siring of pearls: and on her hair of golden-

-red wa a great hat of black velvet,
shaped like a bell, with the curving lips
of a Uly. And from beneath its brim
Anita Flagg. sitting rigidly erect with
her white-glove- d hands resting lightly on
her knee, was gazing down at him.

w ith pleasure, with surprise, with
excitement.

When she saw that in spite of her
altered appearance, he recognized her
she bowed so violently and bent her
heail so eagerly that above her the
ostrich plume dipped courtesied
wheat in a storm. But Sam neither
bowed courtesied. Instead, he turned
his head over his left shoulder,
as though he thought she was speakinir
not to him but some one beyond him.
across the aisle. And then hi. eyes re-

turned to the Mage and did not again
look toward It wa. not cut
direct, it was a cut that hurt: and
In their the eyes of Miss Flagg
quickly sought the stage At the mo-
ment, the people In the audience hap-
pened to be laughing; and she forced a
smile and then laughed with them.

minutes, conscious of the foot-
lights. Miss Flagg maintained upon her
lovely face a fixed Intent expression,
and then slowly and unobtrusively dxsw
back to a seat in the rear of the box

its darkest recesses she. found Hol
worthy. shut off from a view of the
stage by a barrier of women's hats.

"Your friend Mr. Ward.' she began
abruptly In a whisper, "is rudest.
most person I met. When
I talked to him the other day I thought
he was nice. He was nice. But he
has behaved abominably like a boor-li- ke

a sulky child. Has he no sense of
Because I played a Joke on

is that any reason why he should hurt
me?"

"Hurt your' exclaimed little Hol-
worthy In amazement. "Don't be ridicu-
lous! How could he hurt you?

you care now rude he Is? Ward's
a clever fellow, he fancies himself.
He's conceited. He s too good looking
and a lot of silly women have made such
a fuss over him. So when one ot them I

laughs at him he cant understand it
That's the I could that when
I wa telling him."

"Telling him!" Mis Flags-Telli- ng

him
"About a you mad.
It" explained Holworthy. "About his

having nerve to ask you to feed the
monkeys and to lunch with him."

Miss Flagg Interrupted with a
intake her breath.

"Oh!" she laid softly. "So eo yon told
him that did you? And what else did
you htm?"

"Only what told us that he said
'the dav could not too soon.' that
he said he wouldn't let you be a mani-
cure and wash the of men who

by sat

Ing
orry

lose you. and and
this

sign, man

and.

writ
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weren't fit to wash the street you
walked on."

There wa a pause.
"Did I tell you he said that?" breathed

Anita Flagg.
"You know you did." said Holworthy.
There was another pause.
"I must have been mad!" said the girl
There was a longer pause and Hoi

worthy shifted uneasily.
"I'm afraid you are angry. he vwe- -

tured.
"Angry!" exclaimed Miss Flagg. "I

should say I was angry! but not with
'you. 'I'm very much pleased with you

At the end cf the act I'm going to let
J'ou tags me out into me loony

and so miserable were his looks, that his
friends on the stage considered sending
him a note, offering, if he would take
himself out nf the front row. to give him
bark his money at the box office.

rude
And then, at his elbow, there wa. the

rusiie of silk, and a beautiful figure, all
In li.uk eict. towered above him. then
crowded past him. and sank into the
empty seat at his side. He was too
startled to speak awl M!ss Anita Flagg
seen'ei to understand thst and to mtsh
to give him time; f r. without rexardins

' him In the lea-- t. and as though to estah--
lish the fact that she had come to stay.
she bevan calmly and deliberately to r
move the tell-iik- e hat This accomplish-ed- .

she bent toward him. her eyes look-
ing straight into hla. her smile reproach-
ing him. In the familiar tone of an old
and dear friend she said to him genth

"This i the day you planned for me
Don't you think you've wasted qvtt.
enough of If"

S.tm looked hack into the eye, inn
saw in them no trace of laughter or of
mockery, but. instead, gentle reproof and
appeal and something els that, in turn,
begged of him t. gentle.

For a moment, too disturbed to speak,
he looked st her. miserably, remorse-fulh- .

"It's ot Anita Flacg at all." he eaid
"Its Sister Anne come hack to lit
again! "

The jrlrl shook her head
"No: Its Anita Flagg. I'm not a t

like the girl you thought you met and
1 did sav all the things Holworthv told
you I said, but that was before I under-
stood before I read what you wrot.
about Sister Anne about the kind of
me vou thought you'd met. When I read
that I knew what sort of a man you
were. I knew you had been really km!
and gcnt. and I knew vou had dug
out something that I did not know was
there that no one else had found And
I how you called mc Sister.
I mean the way vou said it. And I
wanted to hear it again. I wanted you
to say it"

She lifted her face to his. She was
very near him so near that her eh ulder
brushed against his arm.

The young people in the front row did
not know they were observed They were
alone as much alone ns though they were
seated in a biplane, sweeping above the
clouds.

"Say it again, " prompted Anita Flagg.
"Say Sister."

I will not!" returned the young man
firmly. "But I'll say this." he whispered
"I'll say you're the mo.--t wonderful, the
most beautiful, and tho finest woman

has ever lived!"
Anita Flagg's eves left his quickly, and.

with her head bent, she stared at the
bass drum in the orchestra.

"I don t know." she said, "but that
sounds Just 'as good. '

When the curtain was about to rise she
to!d him to take her back to her box. so
that he cuuld meet her friends and go
on with them to supper; but when they
reached the rear of the house she halted.

"We can see this act" she said, "or
ni car's in front of the theater we
might go t the park and take a turn or
two or three. Which would you pre-
fer"'

"Don't make me laugh!" said Sam.
As they sat all together at (upper with

those of the box party, but paying no
attention to them whatsoever, Anita
Flagg sighed contentedly.

"There's only one thing." she said le
Sam. "that la makinir me unhattnv: .nri
because it is such saA news I haven't told
i on. It is this: I am leaving America
I am going to spend the winter in Lon-
don. I sail next Wednesday."

"My business la to gather news." said
Sam. "but in all my life I never gathered
such good new. a. that"

"Good news!" exclaimed Anita.
' Because. ' explained Sam. "I am leav-

ing America I am spending the winter
in England I am sailing on Wednesday
No; I also am unhappy, but that Is not
what makes me unhappy."

'Tell me." begged Anita.
"Some day," said Sam.
The day he chose to teU her was the

first day they were at sea as thev
leaned upon the rail, watching Fire Is-
land disappear.

"This is my unhapplness." .aid Sam
and he pointed to a name on the pas-
senger list It waa: "The Earl of
Deptford, and valet." "And because he
Is on hoard!"

Anita Flagg gased with Interest at a
pursuing seagull.

"He is not on board.." she said. "He
changed to another boat."

Sam felt that by a word from her a
great weight might be lifted from hla
soul. He looked at her appeailngly-hungrll- y.

"Why did he change?" he begged.
Anita Flagg shook her head In won-

der. She smiled ut him with amused
despair.

"Is that all that Is worrying your' she
said.


